The genre of there-never-was, so frequently invoked, without prec edents that is, will make its debut here, since it itself has never existed, never has there been a there-never-was, yet there will be in the current year, and as is only fair, in Buenos Aires, the first city of the world to present itself in this category, the only city that is equally good for the conclusion of a trip around the world as for the start of one, a city that serves this purpose for trips started wher ever else, as various world navigators have successively discovered, with any around the world trips?whether starting in Berlin or Rio de Janeiro?terminating, without regard for future plans, in Buenos Aires, where they linger, whispering disdain for the other legs of the trip, instead going off into the streets, tramways, and public works of Buenos Aires, buying a little house, getting married, producing offspring, all of which has the fullness and heroism of the fulminous completion of the whole trip. With this genre, humanity will finally lay eyes upon the never before-seen, a display of there-never-was; it won't be a bridge that's always dry, a conjugal frigidity, a religious war between peoples without religion, or other things that haven't been seen. The never before-seen will really be seen; this isn't fantasy, it's something else: the first example in this genre will be a novel. I'm just about to publish it, as the manuscript critics have already claimed, admiring, 123 "It's a novel that has never been written before." And it hasn't been written yet, but there's only a little ways to go. Such a collection of events is contained in the novel that there's practically nothing left over to happen in the streets, houses, and plazas; the papers, confronted with this lack of current events, will have to content themselves with citing the novel: "In the novel of Eterna yesterday in the middle of the afternoon the following exchange took place"; "this morning Sweetheart is smiling"; "the President of the Novel, responding in person to the rumors circu lating among his numerous readers, told us that today he will posi tively launch his plan for the hystericization of Buenos Aires and the conquest, in the name of aesthetic salvation, of our population by humor."
"After Chapter V of the Novel we can be sure that it isn't because of kne (the Knight who does Not Exist) that Sweetheart's exis tence is saddened today." "This evening, the Novel will send its soloist orchestra?six guitars?to execute various obsequious poly phonies for the orchestras of the bars Ideal, Sibarita, and Real, so that they can listen to music for a change. The Polygraph of Silence will explain the reasons for this with erudite gestures, and he will circulate the bottomless collection plate of gratitude among the personnel of the orchestras, which will make the music of thanks as coin strikes against coin. The public will also serve as a harmony of contentment, as the listening orchestra, later momentarily laying aside its calling-the-waiter instruments in favor of its instruments of applause." This is a novel that was and will be futuristic until it's written, just as its author is, who until today had yet to write a single future page although he has left it until the future to be a futurist as a proof of his enthusiasm for so doing, and brilliantly from there on?without falling into the trap of being a consecutive futurist like the ones that adopted futurism, without understanding it, in the present. And for that reason they have declared much to come for the novelist, who has everything in front of him, including his own genial sense of haste, which arises from having thought that with the speed of progress, posterity has been left behind; each day comes quicker, almost completely forgotten, contemporaneous events and that's all, existing in the last journalistic edition of the day it appears. We all die already judged immediately, book and author, made classics Sincerely, this change is lovely, it's art for art's sake and art for the critics' sake, which is art for art's sake all over again. Hamlet's lyric of sorrow, which convinces and breeds sympathy, despite the false psychologism of its source. Well be free of the sci entific realism of Ibsen, one of Zola's victims, and this magnificent artist for his part will be dismantled by sociology and theory of heresy and pathology, and instead of a dozen master works we'll possess a hundred, of true, intrinsic artistic worth, not mere copies of reality. These works will be typically literary, works of Prose, not of didactics, without any musical language (meter, rhyme, and sonorousness) or paintings with words, that is, descriptions.
